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Heart of Jesus, king and centre of all hearts, 


Have mercy on us. 
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The Lord is in This Place. 


s it possible that God has chosen the earth, the tabernacle 

S| for His dwelling place? If the heaven of heavens cannot 

contain Him, how much less can this world, and least of 

all, the tabernacle be capable of containing God? And 
yet the tabernacle truly encloses the Divinity, whose sublime 
majesty commands reverence, and whose supernatural beauty 
captivates the soul. There we find the Eternal Judge and at the 
same time an Infinite Goodness which ravishes the heart. 

Yes, our God and Redeemer is truly present, but in so mar- 
velous a manner, that He neither frightens nor dazzles us. He 
could indeed have shown Himself to us in the light of His glory, 
but our mortal eyes could not endure the sight of His splendor 
and magnificence. 

Although invisible He has erected His throne in our midst, 
that we might be enabled to adore Him in the Mystery of His 
Love, before contemplating Him in the glory of His Majesty. 
Beneath the lowly appearance of bread He is present in the 
Blessed Sacrament everywhere and at all times. He reigned 
there before we were born, He will not cease to be present there 
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for one moment throughout our lives, He will remain there to 
bless our entrance into eternity. 

But the Sacred Host encloses not only the majesty but also 
the lowliness of our Redeemer, who with flesh and blood, body 
and soul is present in the Blessed Sacrament. 

St. Francis de Sales says, that at the contemplation of God, 
we should all be enraptured with joy. Jesus in the Blessed 
Sacrament declares to. us in the most touching manner the eternal 
love of our God, Who cries out tous: ‘With an eternal love 
have I loved thee.’’ Truly, our hearts must be ravished with 
confidence and love, when we contemplate our God in this Sub- 
lime Mystery. Let us in return for the abasement our Lord 
undergoes in thus accommodating Himself to our circumstances 
and our needs, offer to Him the tribute of our adoration. And 
when in His Sacred Presence let us avoid all listlessness, all pride, 
all that could attract the notice of others and withdraw their 
attention from the Adorable Sacrament. Let us tremble at the 
thought of considering ourselves anything in the presence of the 
Divine Majesty. 

Let us love our good God above everything. St. Bernard 
says, ‘Infinity loves us, Love transcending all comprehension 
loves us, Eternity loves us.’’ David cried out inraptures of de- 
light: ‘‘How good is the God of Israel!’’ And yet he did not 
know the goodness of Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament. It is 
through the institution of the Blessed Sacrament that Jesus 
manifests the excess of His love. Here it is that He plunges us 
into His burning heart, to cleanse our souls from their stains, to 
perfect our lives. 

Let us often raise our eyes to the tabernacle and towards 
heaven. The oftener we do so, the better we will understand 
the Mystery of the Eucharistic Sacrifice and the love from which 
It proceeds. 

But since God is hidden from our eyes in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, the human heart is not fully satisfied, but becomes con- 
scious that it was created for the Eternal, and longs unceasingly 
for the unclouded vision of God. We may confidently hope, that 
to those who have so fervently sought Him in the Blessed 
Sacrament, our Lord will, in the next life, reveal His goodness in 
a still more glorious manner. 

Confidence transports us on the wings of the eagle, as it were, 
nearer to the Heart of Jesus. In the tabernacle our Lord stretch- 
es out to us His pierced hands, in order to save us from perdition, 








TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY. 69 


and to draw us to heaven. Let us follow His invitation: “‘Come 
to Me, all you who labor and are heavily laden, and I will refresh 
you.’’ Let us confide in our good God, Who wishes to share our 
banishment, Who has died fer love of us, and to the end of time 
condescends to be the food of our souls. 

Let us unite ourselves with the small number of faithful 
souls, who continually adore Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament. 
Before the tabernacle let us beg Him to grant us strength in 
suffering, love for Him and our neighbor, confidence in His 
mercy, and all that will make us pleasing to His divine heart. 





Tbe holy Eucharist, the Masterpiece of Love. 


The Gospel tells us that Jesus, on the eve of His Passion, 
having loved His own who were in the world, loved them unto 
the end. The institution of the Holy Eucharist, then, ts the 
culminating point of our Savtor’s love for us. 

But how is this, you will ask. Does the Holy Eucharist 
show greater love towards us than the life or the death of Jesus? 
Yes; It does. For It contains within Itself the fulness of both His 
life and His death. His life and His death are two mighty 
streams of glowing virtue and shining merit, whose waters pour 
out into the ocean of the Eucharist, an ocean that knows no 
shores but those of eternity. Not a single drop has been lost, or 
forgotten, or forfeited aught of Its value. Our Lord lived and 
died but once, within the little bounds of Palestine, nigh 2000 
years ago. Holy Eucharist repeats that same Divine life, not 
once only or twice, but hundreds and thousands of times, not in 
Palestine alone but over the entire face of this vast globe of ours, 
not fora number of years but as long as struggling mankind 
continues to run its weary course. The Holy Eucharist enfolds 
the life and death of Jesus in the immensity of number, space and 
time—and therefore I call It the Masterpiece of Divine Love. 

Unto the end. Take ye and eat. This is My body which 
shall be given for you, today, tomorrow, unto the end. You will 
die and will pass on your inheritance to coming generations. 
Century after century shall pass by, and the great gift shall still 
be on earth, to draw from the cold hearts of men the first rays of 
Divine Love, and to smooth the passage from this world to the 
heavenly fatherland. Unto the end. 
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Unto the end. Ever young and ever old, ever sweet and 
ever mighty, ever living and ever enlivening, It bears within 
Itself the past, the present, and the future: Jesus, the Son of 
Mary, the Church and her supernatural life of grace, the Resur- 
rection and its never ending morn of glory. 





The Holy Eucharist in the Third Century. 


St. Cyprian, Bisbop and Martyr. 


BouT the year 254, the Church being then governed by 
the holy Pope Fabian, a highly educated young man, 
who was engaged in teaching rhetoric at Carthage, re- 
ceived the holy sacrament of baptism. It was Cyprian, 

the descendant of a wealthy but pagan senatorial family, who 
had been converted to the Christian faith by the priest Cecilius. 
Having distributed his goods among the poor, and having made 
a vow of perpetual chastity, he gave himself over entirely to the 
study of the Holy Scripture. He wrote three books in which he 
defended with great learning and eloquence, the truths taught by 
the Church. The Christians, who were justly proud of having 
won him over to the true faith, pressed him to accept holy orders, 
and upon the death of Donatus, Bishop of Carthage, he was 
unanimously chosen by the clergy and people as his successor. 
As such he had some hard battles to fight with heretics, schis- 
matics, and innovators, but from all these he came forth victor- 
ious. /n his letters and writings which have been handed 
down to us, he speaks also of the Holy Eucharist. 


Wot Only Water, but Wine and Water. 


During the persecution some bishops had used only water 
instead of the wine prescribed, when offering the Holy Sacrifice. 
This they did in order not to be recognized as Christians, by the 
odor of the wine. Whereupon the holy bishop, in a letter to his 
teacher Cecilius, wrote as follows: ‘‘I know for certain that all 
the bishops of the whole world hold to the truth of the Gospel 
and the tradition of our Lord, and had not permitted any human 
innovation contrary to that which Christ our Master instituted 
and did. However, because some, through ignorance or simplic- 
ity, have not observed at the Consecration and offering of the 
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chalice of the Lord, that, which Jesus Christ, our Lord and 
God, the author and teacher of this Sacrifice, did and taught, 
I have found it necessary to write this letter, in order that they 
who are in error may return to the tradition of the Lord. 

‘“‘At the oblation of the chalice the tradition of the Lord must 
be observed, and nothing be permitted to take place, dut what 
our Lord first did for us; viz., the chalice which is offered in 
remembrance of Him, must contain wine mingled with water. 
Who is more a priest of the living God than our Lord Jesus 
Christ, Who offered the Sacrifice to God the Father, and offered 
the same, which Melchisedech had offered, bread and wine, As 
body and His blood ?’’ 


The Blood of Christ Wot Sacrificed. 


“The types of this Sacrifice, consisting of bread and wine, 
went before, the Lord however, making these types a reality, 
offered bread and mingled wine. He fulfilled the truth of these 
types...The blood of Christ is not sacrificed if there is no wine 
in the chalice; the Sacrifice of the Lord is not properly celebrat- 
ed, if our offering does not show forth the death of the Lord... 
If Jesus Christ Himself, our Lord and God, Who is the high 


priest of God the Father, frst offered Himself as a sacrifice to 
His Father, and has commanded the same to be done in re- 
membrance of Him, only that priest represents Christ, who 
still does what Christ did, and offers to God the Father a 
true and perfect Sacrifice, tf he makes his offering as Christ 
did... How will we be able to shed our blood for Christ, if we are 
ashamed to drink His blood?...As in every Sacrifice we renew 
the remembrance of His death—for the passion of Christ is the 
Sacrifice which we offer,—thus must we do nothing else but that 
which He did.’’ Thus St. Cyprian. 
Christ, the Bread of Life. 


In the beautiful little book on ‘“‘the Lord’s Prayer,’’ written 
by St. Cyprian in the middle of the third century, a passage oc- 
curs in his explanation of the petition, ‘““Give us this day our 
daily bread,” from which it appears that it was the custom of 
the early Christians to communicate daily. He says: “Christ zs 
the Bread of Life. We pray that this Bread may be given us 
daily, that we who are in Christ, and daily receive the Euchar- 
ist as the food of salvation, may not by any mortal sin be shut 
out from partaking of this Heavenly Bread, may not be separated 
from the Body of Christ; for He Himself hath said, ‘/ am the 
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living Bread which is come down from heaven.’ So now we 
pray that our daily Bread, which is Christ, may be given to us 
daily, in order that we who are in Christ, and who live in Him, 
may never fall away from His salvation nor depart from His 
Body.”’ 

Divine Chastisements. 


In another of his works the holy bishop relates many re- 
markable cases of the divine chastisement on those who in word 
or deed had denied their Lord, and with this sin upon their soul 
received, or attempted to receive the holy Communion. 

A young girl who had denied Christ, contrived to mix with the 
crowd to whom Cyprian was distributing the Most Holy Com- 
munion, and partook of It. The divine food was poison to her; 
she was seized with trembling, and fell dead. 

A woman who had sinned in the same manner desired to 
open the coffer in which she kept the portion of the consecrated 
Bread which had been given her in the church. For in times of 
persecution, it was customary for the faithful to receive the Holy 
Sacrament in their hands, in order that they might take it to 
their houses, and, in the event of sudden capture, be so enabled 
to strengthen themselves. Now when that woman came to open 
the coffer a flame of fire issued forth, and drove her away in fear. 

A man who had similarly lapsed presented himself and re- 
ceived the Holy Eucharist from a priest who did not know him; 
but the consecrated Host disappeared, and instead of the heavenly 
Gift, he held in his hand a little ashes. 


Strengtbening Them for the Combat. 


When the Emperor Valerian raised the eighth bloody per- 
secution against the Christians, St. Cyprian wrote to Pope 
Cornelius: ‘‘/¢ is not only the weak but the strong who need 
defence, not only the dying but the living who need the Viati- 
cum with which we send them to the fight, strengthening them 
Jor combat with the body and blood of Christ.” Whilst the 
holy shepherd thus prepared his flock and strengthened them to 
die for Christ, he himself was carried before the judgement-seat, 
and after a firm confession of the Faith was beheaded in the 
year 257. 
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A Recruit for the Army of the King of Rings. 


Cesar von Bus was the son of a wealthy nobleman and an 
officer in the French army. Although he was addicted to 
gambling and led a fast life, he had not totally given up prayer; 
yet, from motives of human respect, he was careful to perform 
his devotions as secretly as possible. One day he entered the 
parish church of his native town, Cavillon, at an hour when it 
was generally empty, and knelt down ina retired corner, where 
he thought he should not be seen. Just at that moment the 
priest went up to the altar to take the Blessed Sacrament to 
carry it to adying man. He looked around for the sacristan, or 
some server who could accompany him, as is usual in Catholic 
countries, but there was no one to be seen. At last he caught 
sight of the officer. Was it chance, or an inspiration from on 
high that induced him to go up to the stranger, and, handing him 
alighted taper, sayto him, “‘Walkin front of me; today you must 
serve the King of kings, Who is hidden beneath this Host.”’’ 
Czesar was astounded, aghast, at this prop)dsal. H2 was in full 
uniform, his saber at his side, his plum2d helmet in his hand. 
What would be said of him in the town? What would be said of 
him in the guardhouse, which he would have to pass? What 
would his colonel, what would his messmates think and say, when 
they saw him serving as an acolyte? How they would deride 
and mock at him! His pride rose up within him, but grace 
triumphed. 

After one moment’s hesitation, he resolved to perform an 
action which, under the circumstances, would cost him a really 
heroic effort, in order to honor the King of heaven, and atone for 
the transgressions of which he had been guilty. The thought 
flashed across his mind that his eternal destiny might depend 
upon his decision, and he remembered, too, that monarchs for- 
merly used to deem it an honor to accompany the Blessed Sac- 
rament on occasions such as this. S» he took the taper, b»wed 
low, and with down-cast eyes, marched along before the priest. 
What he foresaw happened; he was the talk of the whole town, and 
his fellow-officers did not scruple to jeer at him. But it was the 
turning-point in the young man’s career; from that time forth 
his devotion was exemplary. No longer a slave to human 
respect, he made an open profession of religion, and when his 
military duties permitted, he served the sick in the hospitals. God 
favored him with many graces, pre-eminently with the gift of 
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wisdom, so that princes and prelates frequently sought his coun- 
sel. Finally he became a priest, and founded the Brothers of 
Christian Doctrine. He died in 1607, in the odor ofsanctity. Ott. 





A Beautitul Act of Faith. 


Among the many notable happenings in the life of a mission- 
ary in the South, the following touching incident certainly 
deserves a prominent place. 

About three or four miles from Piscataway, Prince George’s 
Co., Maryland, embosomed in the woods and severely alone in its 
marked isolation, stood a little cottage tenamted by the only 
Catholic colored family in that section of St. Mary’s parish. Not 
that the colored settlers of the surrounding country were few and 
far between, or that many colored Catholics did not frequent the 
parish church on Sundays and Holydays; but it happened that 
this little Catholic cottage was perched in the very centre of what 
may be called a Baptist and Methodist camp-ground, fully four- 
teen miles from the priests’ house, which was at their principal 
mission near the county seat, Marlborough, known in history as 
the birth-place of the Proto-Bishop Carroll. In short, everything 
favored a lukewarm or nominal Catholicity, if not speedy aposta- 
sy, since no priest could attend St. Mary’s more frequently than 
once in a fortnight. 

At one of those visits an urgent sick call from the little cot- 
tage reached the priest, just in time to save the messenger a 
farther journey of fourteen miles. Off at once the priest started, 
arriving at the cottage at nine o’clock. The last mile had to be 
trudged on foot. Up to the ankles in slush and mud, the priest 
bearing the Blessed Sacrament approached the house. But what 
a scene presented itself to his eyes. —The whole family, the sick 
mother excepted, out of doors on their knees in the mud, hands 
clasped before the breast, heads bowed, not a syllable to break 
the sublime stillness! With an eye of divine faith they saw the 
Lamb of God, who taketh away the sins of the world, coming, 
and, forgetting even themselves, fell prostrate in the mud before 
Him. 

The priest was moved to tears. Who could witness that 
scene without emotion? And yet a more touching sight remained 
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to be witnessed, which defied all efforts at self-possession. Com- 
ing to the door, what was his surprise to find the damp, clay floor 
from the threshold to the sick bed carpeted with new shawls, and 
the whole sick room wainscoted with sheeting newly washed and 
ironed, rivalling the snowflake in its whiteness and purity! Bar- 
rels of flour, potatoes, tables, trunks and boxes—everything, in 
short, that was not in keeping with the best articles of furniture, 
they had covered with the same upholstery. In vain he mo- 
tioned to have the shawls lifted up, and for some moments stood 
outside the door; but not a hand touched them till he had picked 
his muddy steps as well as he could past them, and deposited the 
Blessed Sacrament on the table. A. M. 





A Sick Call in Texas. 


HE priest in charge of the mission of Castroville, in Texas, 

was reciting his breviary one morning after Mass, when 

a man on horseback galloped quickly up to the house. 

‘‘That man seems to be in a great hurry,’’ the priest 

said to himself, as, rising, he went to the window, just as the rider 

drew rein at the door and leaped from the saddle. As soon as he 

caught sight of the clergyman he approached him with an anxious 

and troubled countenance, saying: ““Your reverence, my wife is 

dying; pray come to her at once, and make haste or it will be to 

late. Never mind if it is too much for your horse, do not spare 

him, for I will gladly give another in his place; I cannot let my 
poor wife die without the last consolations of religion.’’ 

The speaker was an honest, most respectable farmer, a stanch 
Catholic, well-known to the priest. ‘‘Go back as quick as you 
can,’’ the latter said to him; “‘I will follow you immediately. 
I will come without the sacristan, his nag goes so slowly. God 
bless you, and comfort your poor, sick wife.’’ Tears started to 
the man’s eyes. ‘‘Blessings on you, Father,’’ he rejoined; 
“please take the road through the reeds at Riverfield; it is the 
shortest way.’’ 

Now, the far-reaching bed of tall, thickly-growing reeds was 
known to be the haunt of several panthers. The panther is not 
avery dangerous animal, unless it is irritated. Yet, when it is 
hungry, or if it happens to be hunting in company with others of 
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its kind, an encounter with it is certainly to be avoided. The 
worthy priest had no wish to make acquaintance with these den- 
izens of the jungle. Besides, a number of Indians prowled about 
that region. 

‘*As soon as the farmer had gone,’’ (the Father himself is 
speaking), ‘“‘I called to my servant-and bade him saddle my 
horse. When I came out of the church with the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, it was waiting for me, pawing the ground with impatience. 
I put my revolver in my belt, and was soon in the saddle. My 
horse turned his head round, as if to ask whether time pressed. 
I gave him a piece of sugar, which was my way of letting him 
know he was to make good speed, and the intelligent animal 
went off like an arrow from a bow. 

‘As I passed by the men at work in the fields, at a quick 
gallop, they, knowing the errand on which I was bent, knelt 
down to receive the blessing I gave them with the Blessed Sacra- 
ment. After a sharp ride of about an hour over the plains, I 
reached the spot where I had to take the short-cut through the 
thicket of reeds. I had proceeded about a half a mile when my 
horse became uneasy, and plainly manifested that he was aware 
of the vicinity uf some beast of prey. He slackened his pace to 
a walk; I did not urge him to go faster, and I grasped my revolv- 
er firmly. 

**Suddenly my horse stood still; I could not get him to move 
until I used the spur, when he shot forward again, but I soon 
drew bridle, for not thirty paces before us two panthers were to 
be seen, side by side, crouching on their forepaws, ready to 
spring. For a few moments we stood immovable, I, with my 
finger upon the trigger, ready to fire, but afraid to do so at that 
distance; besides, the restive movements of my frightened horse 
would render my aim uncertain. The panthers were motionless, 
eyeimg me quietly, as if waiting until I should attack them before 
springing upon me. Clasping the pyx firmly in my left hand, I 
held the revolver ready cocked in my right, and put spurs to my 
horse, resolving not to fire unless 1 was attacked. Onward we 
flew; the panthers, to whom this was apparently an unexpected 
move, turned and disappeared in the thicket, and I rode on in 
safety. 

**This adventure past, the thought whether I should arrive in 
time to fulfil my errand, again occupied my mind. My horse, 
when in full gallop, carried me across the country with amazing 
swiftness; in Texas, at that time, one needed to be a good rider 





TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY. re f 


as well as a good priest, if one was to race in safety over hill and 
dale, often at a break-neck pace. The lonely, scattered home- 
steads were frequently situated at a distance of twenty or thirty 
miles from the town or from each other, and the life of the pastor, 
as well as the salvation of a soul, often depended upon his skill 
in horsemanship. 

‘The next peril that presented itself was a river, across which 
I must swim my horse. As he was in a violent perspiration, I 
feared lest the sudden plunge into cold water in his heated con- 
dition might render the poor animal unfit for further service. 
There was, however, no alternative; so I put him into it, and he 
carried me over sifely to the opposite bank. I tried to urge him 
to his former rapid pace, hoping thus to counter-ct the effects of 
the chill, but this was impossible; the long ride in full speed had 
taxed his strength already too severely, and we proceeded com- 
paratively slowly. Ere long I reached a hill, whence the farm- 
house for which I was bound could be descried, about two miles 
off. Just as I reached the summit, I saw a man on horseback, 
hastening towards me, waving a handkerchief. The thought that 
the poor woman was dead, and the messenger was coming to tell 
me all my efforts had been fruitless, pierced me like an arrow. 
But it was not so; the voice of the servant shouting, “Make haste, 
Father, pray, make haste,’ relieved my apprehensions. Strange- 
ly enough, my horse appeared to understand the words; pulling 
himself together for a final effort, he few onward. When I 
dismounted at the door, he dropped down, dead. 

“‘I found the farmer's wife still living. She was not too far 
gone to recognize me; her delight at seeing me, her earnest desire 
to receive the last sacraments, seemed to revive her; it was the 
last flicker of the expiring flame. She devoutly received the 
Viaticum, and a few moments afterwards breathed her last. 

‘*The poor farmer wept bitterly; but it was no slight solace 
to him in his sorrow to know that his wife had not departed 
without being duly fortified by the rites of the Church. Inreturn 
for the horse I had lost, he begged me to choose any one which 
I liked out of the twenty-four that he had in his stables; and, 
with this view, he had them all led out, one by one, for my in- 
spection. I gratefully accepted his offer.’’ C. P. 


In future we will have the so-called Crozier rosaries blessed every 
Monday. As blessed rosaries can not be sold, offerings intended for such, 
should be sent in advance. 
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bow Cardinal Manning Became a Catbolic. 


In a private conversation this great prince of the Church 
himself related the following : 

“IT was in Rome, visited the museums, the churches, and 
viewed the city from all points. I had never had the shadow of 
a doubt as to the truth of protestantism and had not the slightest 
notion of changing my religion. Nothing of all that I saw had 
made an impression upon me, and I was as far from Catholicism 
as I was at my departure from England. 

*‘One morning I entered the church of St. Louis of France. 
The Blessed Sacrament was exposed on one ot the altars, proba- 
bly on account of a novena. There was nothing out of the ordi- 
nary; a few candles were burning, the priests, vested only in their 
surplices, knelt in the sanctuary; and a few of the faithful were 
praying in the church. Nothing of the pomp of St. Peter’s was 
there, but it was God’s time. I felt in my heart a mysterious 
emotion, partly illumination, partly attraction. For the first time 
in my life it appeared to me that truth might be here, and that 
possibly | might one day become a Catholic. But I was not yet 
converted. It was merely the call of God and I wasstill far from 
the truth. I did not reject the call, but I prayed, I sought and 
studied with all the sincerity of which I was capable. Light in- 
creased from day to day, and grace accomplished the rest.’’ 

Considered from a temporal point of view, no conversion 
could have been connected with more disadvantages. There was 
for a clergyman and a scholar no more agreeable position than 
that of Archdeacon Manning. As a dignitary of the Anglican 
church he possessed riches, influence and a prominent position; 
genius, fame and friends were his. These were all lost on enter- 
ing the hated Church of Rome; but, as he said, he hearkened to 
the voice of God calling him. Mainz. Kath. Vlksbl. 1880. 





Blessed St. Benedict’s Medals, 


In future we will distribute only the St. Benedict’s Jubilee Medals. If 
any of our readers should desire such, we will be pleased to send them. 
As medals can not be sold after they have been blessed, and in order to 
guard against any possible loss of indulgences, we think it advisable that 
those who desire Jubilee Medals send the offering in advance. We will 
have medals blessed every Monday, and after the blessing they will be 
forwarded to those who have requested such. 
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The Miraculous Apparition at Valencia. 


The saintly bishop of Valencia, Thomas of Villanova, was 
one day called in all haste to the bedside of a sick man, who de- 
clared he could not die without revealing something that had 
happened to him in his youth. ‘“‘I was born of Jewish parents,”’ 
the dying man said to the prelate, ‘‘and was brought up in their 
religion. On one occasion I took a long walk with some boys of 
my own belief to a remote and lonely spot. On our way we 
talked about the coming of the Messias, the long-expected Sav- 
ior of the Jews, of whom we had so frequently heard our parents 
and teachers speak. The more we conversed on this subject the 
more ardent grew our desire that He would come in our day, and 
that we might behold Him with our eyes. While we were thus 
expressing our youthful hopes and longings, we saw a brilliant 
light illuminating the heavens. 

‘‘Now, I had often been told by my brother that when I saw 
the clouds break I should ask a favor from God; therefore, we all 
fell on our knees and besought the Lord of heaven to show us the 
desired Messias. And lo! in the midst of the dazzling light we 
saw a shining chalice and above it a Host, such as we knew the 
Christians elevated upon their altars. We gazed in wonder at 
this supernatural sign, and gladness filled our hearts, for we now 
knew Who was the Messias towards Whom our youthful longings 
should be directed. We were afraid to mention to our parents 
what we had seen; yet later on I had the happiness to become a 
Christian. I do not know what became of my companions.’’ 

The dying man, in concluding his story, expressed the wish 
that it might be made known after his death; but St. Thomas 
wisely said such signs were of more use to unbelievers than to 
believers. In truth, we need no supernatural appearances of 
Host and chalice resplendent with light, who daily see them 
elevated upon our altars, and discern with the eye of faith our 
Lord Himself, the Savior of His people, concealed beneath the 
Eucharistic veil. Veith. 


Blessed Henry Suso, who died in the year 1363, used to say, “‘If 
we have a good friend living near a street along which we must 
pass, we willingly go a few steps out of our way in order to see or 
to speak to him. Therefore, as often as I leave my room or 
return to it, I pass through the choir of the church, to salute our 
Lord, in the Most Blessed Sacrament.”’ 
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TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY. 
An Unwortby First Communion. 


The following instance is an exemplification of the consoling 
truth that the mercy of God is extended to the worst and most 
abandoned sinners. Even those who are guilty of sacrilege need 
not despair, provided they sincerely repent and do penance. But 
let no one be emboldened by such examples to rash presumption 
and false confidence in the divine compassion. In the day of 
judgment it will be seen how many whose souls were burdened with 
the sin of sacrilege died without compunction and shared the fate 
of Judas. 

A boy who was preparing for first communion often gave the 
priest who was his teacher—a most kind and indulgent man— 
cause for serious anxiety. Yet, as the boy had attained the 
required age he allowed him to share in the instructions and re- 
ceive holy communion. Later on he learned that his apprehen- 
sions had been well founded. The boy strayed far from the right 
way, and by the time he had grown up to man’s estate he became 
the terror of the neighborhood on account of his crimes. 

For a long time he contrived by his cunning to evade the 
arm of the law, but finally he was arrested for murder and 
sentenced to death. Hearing this, the priest who had instructed 
him in his youth, went to see him in prison, with the hope of 
awakening him to repentance, and preparing him for his ap- 
proachingend. As soon as he entered the cell he took his former 
parishioner in his arms and tenderly embraced him, saying that 
he had come to comfort him in his sad situation. At the sight of 
the good clergyman the unhappy prisoner burst into tears, and 
sobbed out: “‘Isit really you, Father? Can you still think kindly 
of the wretched fellow who gave you so much trouble and grief? 
You were always so goud to me, and I have been so ungrateful! 
Alas! there is one period of my life which I never can forget; it 
was the decisive point for me, and it has brought me to what I 
now am; I mean the time of my first communion. You did all 
you could to prepare me properly for it, and I did all I could to 
render myself unworthy of it, and I succeeded only too well. 
Unhappy man that 1am! Leave me, Father. I do not deserve 
the happiness of seeing you again.’’ ‘Take courage, my son,”’ 
the priest replied, “‘do not be downcast; God Himself has sent 
me to you to reconcile you with Him, to bid you to cast yourself 
on His loving heart and restore peace to your conscience. 
Through me He offers pardon; avail yourself, I beseech you, of 
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the time yet left to you, in order to make your peace with Him by 
a sincere and contrite confession.’’ ‘‘Is it possible, Father, that 
I can still hope for mercy, and that the sin of that ill-fated first 
communion will be forgiven me?’’ The priest assured the prisoner 
that it was so; that it only depended upon him to escape eternal 
perdition. 

Thereupon the condemned prisoner made a general confes- 
sion, with every mark of the deepest contrition and self-abase- 
ment, and at the end declared himself willing, nay, glad, to accept 
a shameful death in expiation of his unworthy communion, which 
was the origin and source of all his subsequent evil deeds. 
‘Father’ he said in conclusion, ‘‘one last service I ask of you; 
that is, that you tell my children, if they would avoid the fate of 
their hapless father, let them beware of making their first com- 
munion without the proper dispositions and without an earnest 
desire to receive it worthily.”’ Wacker. 





Wortby Reparation. 


In the life of the saintly Mgr. de Ségur we read as follows: 
‘*A day or two before the feast of the Immaculate Conception, 
in the year 1863, when his time was occupied from morning till 
night in hearing confessions, one of his regular penitents, whom 
he loved asason, threw himself at his feet in an agony of re- 
morse and poured into his ears a terrible story. He and four 
others, yielding to one of those strange and frightful temptations 
which proceed directly from the father of evil, had sworn to 
profane the Blessed Sacrament by committing sacrilege. No 
sooner was the sin accomplished than the wretched boy was 
horror-struck at his act and rushed to the chapel to confess it. 
Mgr. de Ségur, suppressing every sign of the overwhelming 
sorrow he felt, and without uttering a word of reproach, gave 
him absolution, imposing on him as penance only a single ‘‘Hail 
Mary.’’ The trembling boy, terrified at this calmness and indul- 
gence, could not help crying out: ‘‘Oh, father, only that?’’ 
“Only that;’’ was the grave sad answer. ‘‘Go in peace and 
sin no more. I take the rest on myself.’’ And how was this 
promise kept? In the first place, with the consent of his young 
penitent, he sought out the accomplices of his guilt, brought them 
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to a repentant state, and reconciled them to God. One of these 
youths afterwards related the whole story. Then, in spite of his 
limited means and the many claims upon him, he had five thou- 
sand Masses of expiation read; he felt that no claim could equal 
that of his Divine and outraged Lord, and that all else must yield 
to the necessity of offering to Him the only reparation equal to 
the offense. He further bound himself from that day, to rise 
every night and spend one or two hours before the Blessed Sacra- 
ment in his private chapel, and for fifteen years made his vigil of 
expiation. If he ever omitted doing so, it was only to go out 
with his servant, instead of retiring to rest, to visit some one 
grievously sick, to console some one in affliction, or to pray 
beside some corpse: works, which no doubt, were also offered as 










acts of reparation. 
Mer. de Ségur told his most intimate friends that each suc- 


ceeding year, towards the feast of the Immaculate Conception, 
God sent him some particular trial to remind him of the sacrilege 
of 1863 and the expiation he had promised.”’ 












The Blessed Virgin Serves Mass. 















Father Eymard relates that once while a pious priest was 
saying Mass, his acolyte was not very attentive to his duties. 
After the Offertory, the latter went into the sacristy to get the 
bell, which he had carelessly forgotten, and did not return until 
the Sanctus. The priest, absorbed in what he was about, and 
not noticing the absence of the acolyte, began the Preface: ‘‘per 
omnia secula seculorum—Dominus vobiscum—sursum corda,”’ 
etc. When to the great astonishment of all present, a sweet, 
clear voice proceeded from the statue of the Blessed Virgin upon 
the altar, answering: “‘Amen—Et cum spiritu tuo—Habemus ad 
Dominum,’’ etc. The good priest was so affected that it was 
with difficulty he could continue the Holy Sacrifice. 


Does this not put to shame some little boys, who dislike to 
serve Mass and try to escape from their duty, thus seeming to 


consider themselves greater than the Mother of God. And how 
unbecoming does it not look for boys to serve at the altar with 
dirty shoes and dishevelled hair. Often, not’ even having said 
their morning prayer, they rush through the church into the sac- 
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risty, speaking there in a loud voice. Then without praying as 
much as a single Hail Mary, they approach the altar, mumble 
the Mass prayers, and use the sanctuary bell as if it were made 
for a fire alarm. 





Fatber Paul, the Benedictine 
of the 
Monastery of Termonde in Flanders. 


SHORT sketch of the life of Father Paul, Benedictine of 

the Monastery of Termonde, appeared in our March 

issue, and some of his miracles were related. We have 

received many letters since then, asking us to publish 
more of the wonderful deeds of this saintly religious. 


bis Holy Life. 


It can truly be said of Father Paul that he was a seraph of 
love. But he was at the same time most amiable and kind 
towards his fellow-men and received all most cordially. To the 
poor and afflicted especially he was a friend and protector. He 
led a most austere life, slept but a short time upon a hard bed, 
and often in an upright position, his back resting against the wall. 
He was accustomed often to scourge himseli and to gird his loins 
with an iron chain bristling with a hundred points. 


Some of the Miracles That Fatber Paul Wrougbt. 
St. Benedict Cures. 


A farmer’s wife from the neighborhood of Brussels had a 
sore leg, and the doctors were not able to afford her any relief. 
Having heard of the extraordinary cures worked at the Monas- 
tery of Termonde, she sent her sister there. When Father Paul 
saw her, he remarked: ‘“‘You have come to ask that your sister 
may be cured.’’ “‘Yes,’’ she replied quite astonished, ‘‘but how 
in the world do you know that?’’ “I know it from my holy father 
St. Benedict.’’ Hereupon he gave her some medals and some 
holy water for the invalid, who was cured shortly afterwards. 
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Do Hot bang Wour Scapular on the Bedstead. 


An official from Thielt brought his eight year old daughter to 
Father Paul. She suffered from an acute pain in the nose, which 
defied all remedies. Father Paul prescribed a novena to St. 
Benedict, and recommended that the child should apply to her 
nose some water in which a St. Benedict’s medal had been im- 
mersed. The child was cured in a few days. 

This same official spoke to the Father about his son, who 
was so weak that he was unable to hold himself erect, and he 
feared that a hump would be formed. Father Paul, however, 
assured the man that his child would grow strong. Then he pre- 
scribed prayers, and said that the mother of the child should wear 
her scapular, instead of hanging it on the bed-post, where, as a 
matter of fact, she was in the habit of leaving it. The little boy 
was cured, and shortly afterwards entered the military school. 


Wour America at home. 


A gentleman from Walloon once informed Father Paul of his 
desire to go to America in the hopes of being able to meet some 
wealthy American, whom he could take for his wife. ‘‘But,’’ he 


added, ‘‘my mother is opposed to my project.’’ ‘“‘Do not under- 
take the journey,’’ replied Father Paul, ‘‘you will find your 
America at home.’’ Shortly afterwards, the gentleman in ques- 


tion, met, at a watering place, a rich American lady who was 


quite to his taste. 
A Hun Poisoned. 


A doctor in Bruges prescribed for a nun some medicine con- 
taining poison. The prescription was filled by an assistant chem- 
ist, who either through ignorance or error, put in too much 
poison, which almost proved fatal tothe patient. The doctor 
was summoned and found that the sister was poisoned. As there 
was no hope of recovery, he suggested that she should receive 
the last sacraments immediately. 

Father Paul was in the nearest church, and was sent for at 
once. But upon his arrival he firmly refused to administer the 
last sacraments, ‘‘because,’’ he said, “‘the invalid is on the way 
to recovery.’’ In vain did the nuns insist upon his doing as the 
doctor had expressly ordered. Father Paul replied to their en- 
treaties: “If I tell you that she will be cured very soon, how 
can you ask me to administer the last sacraments?’’ Thereupon 
he gave the invalid his blessing and departed. He had scarcely 
left, when the sister quitted her bed in perfect health. 






















TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY. 


A Cure and a Conversion. 


A parish priest of Antwerp related the following facts: 

‘‘A lady from my parish was suffering from a terrible disease, 
which was declared incurable by the doctors. One day, when 
death seemed imminent, I proposed to send some one to Father 
Paul. The lady’s husband, who was an advanced “‘liberal’’ and 
had no religion, ridiculed the idea, while his unfortunate wife 
begged him to follow my advice. At last, however, to please his 
wife, of whom he was very fond, he gave his consent, and added, 
that if a cure were wrought, he would become converted. 

Father Paul replied to the messenger as follows: ‘Tell 
them to make a novena. Here is a medal of St. Benedict, to be 
used according to my instructions. The lady will be cured. The 
doctors must not meddle any more in the case.’’ The lady was 
cured before the end of the novena. Her husband went to thank 
Father Paul, and was converted, to the great joy of his wife, and 
of all his family.’’ 


Some Sayings of Fatber Paul. 


Father Paul attributed the wonders, which he worked, to 
the intervention of his holy Father St. Benedict. ‘‘As for me,’’ 
he would say, “I am only St. Benedict's door-keeper.”’ 


‘‘They say that St. Benedict is Minister in heaven. We 
must often address him. St. Benedict is our Father, he is obliged 
to take care of us.”’ 

To show the great virtue of St. Benedict's medals, Father 
Paul asserted, that one medal is sufficient to put out a confla- 
gration. 


Parents who are in heaven, intercede unceasingly with God, 
on behalf of their children on earth.—By their prayers and good 
works, children augment the accidental glory of their parents 
who are already in heaven. 

The souls in purgatory are aware of the discords of the 
members of their family who are still on earth, and this knowl- 
edge increases their sufferings. 
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A lady having died after a long and painful illness, her 
daughter went to Steenbrugge, and asked Father Paul if he 
thought that her mother went straight to heaven, after s>) many 
sufferings. ‘‘Madame,”’ he replied, ‘‘your mother would already 
have been in heaven, if she had not spoiled her children so much. 
She is still in purgatory; pray very fervently for her.’’ 


An excellent means to avoid a long stay in purgatory is to 
die entirely resigned to the holy will of God. A lady had been 
killed in a terrible railway collision, near Ghent. Father Paul 
said that her soul had gone straight to heaven, because, at the last 
moment, the lady had cried out: ‘‘Lord, may Thy will be done !”’ 


‘‘When I distribute holy communion,’’ said Father Paul to 
a friend of Oostcamp, ‘“‘it is the Infant Jesus, bodily present, 
that I see in the Host.”’ 


There are not two angels alike in heaven. What then must 
the power of God be, to have been able to create, in a single 
instant, these innumerable legions of celestial spirits. 


Father Paul told a nun at Antwerp, that he was very often 
roughly handled in a thousand different ways, by the devil, and 
that he received volleys of blows from him. ‘‘But we must not 
complain,’’ he added, ‘‘for if you knew how beautiful heaven is, 
you would ask to suffer everything, in order to get there.’’ 

He told her also that the Blessed Virgin appeared to him 
very frequently; and when he spoke of heaven, which he said he 
saw in ecstasy, he could never come to an end. 


Father Paul once said toafriend: “‘I had just seen our 
Savior, and immediately afterwards, a troop of men on horseback 
all clad in armour like cavaliers of the middle ages, filed past me: 
they were so many demons. When anything good happens, the 
devil at once interferes.”’ 
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To another person, Father Paul said, that on a certain 
Christmas night, he had never seen the heaven of the elect look 
so beautiful as on that occasion. 

The devil becomes more active at the approach of great 
festivals; and you will observe that it is then especially that he 
stirs up dissensions in families. 





St. Pbilip Weri and the Blessed Sacrament. 


On one occasion St. Philip Neri observed a man leaving the 
church immediately after having received holy communion, with- 
out making his thanksgiving. Thereupon the Saint hastened to 
send two acolytes to attend him with lighted tapers. The man, 
perceiving this, asked in astonishment what it signified. “‘My 
son,’’ St. Phillip Neri answered, ‘‘when the body of our Lord is 
carried to the sick the respect due to the Blessed Sacrament 
demands that a light be borne before it. You have run out of the 
church the instant after you swallowed the Sacred Host; our Lord 
is therefore present within you, and it is consequently meet that 
a light should be carried before you.”’ Dr. Schmitt. 





Three Wew Pictures. 


We have three fine pictures of the Sacred Heart of Jesus 
and one of the Immaculate Heart of Mary. The latter is 
a companion to the Sacred Heart picture, which many of 
our readers have already received. The price of the pic- 
tures is so low that even families of moderate means may 
easily procure a few of these beautiful works of art, where- 
with to adorn their homes. 
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Tabernacle and Purgatory 


Here we wish toremark, that private revelations, according to the decree of 
Pope Urban VIII. in the vear 1634 aud 1641, in so far as the Church has 
not decided upon them, claim only human credence. 


The Saints of the Fifth Century and the Poor Souls. 


6) AINT Paulinus, Bishop of Nola, who sold himself in order 

to redeem the son of a widow, would have given his life a 
thousand times to release a single soul from the flames 

of purgatory. Inthe following words he announced to 

St. Delphinus, Bishop of Bordeux, the death of hisbrother: ‘“‘I 


sincerely admit that I am deeply grieved on account of my broth- 


er’s death. But the principal cause of my sorrow is not so much 
the death of his body as his negligence in spiritual things. Being 
too much occupied with the arrangement of his temporal affairs, 
he preferred the lesser to the greater. It is true, he was obliged 
to arrange the disposal of his estate, so as to preserve peace 
among his children; but it was his first duty to put his conscience 
in order. I beg of you, therefore, to have compassion on his 
soul, and as he was one of your spiritual children, pray that God 
may grant a few drops of comfort to trickle down from the least 
of your fingers upon his soul.’’ 

St. Jerome, speaking of his friend Pammachus, says: ‘‘Other 
husbands strew flowers upon the graves of their wives, in order 
to alleviate by such tokens the pain they feel at their loss. But 
Pammachus, as it were, pours out alms like a precious balm upon 
the sacred relics of Paula. With these sweet odors of heaven he 
honors her venerable remains and procures rest to her soul; for 
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he knows that it is written, ‘Water quencheth a flaming fire, and 
alms resisteth sins.’ ”’ 

St. Augustine writes: ‘Help these languishing souls, whose 
torments are imcomparably greater, than man can endure in this 
life. Can you doubt, that works of mercy afford them great con- 
solation, when prayer, which is only a desire and a longing of 
the heart, gives them so much relief? It is impossible to express 
the comfort imparted to them in the purifying flames by the holy 
Sacrifice of the Mass.’’ 


Touching Prayer of St. Augustine for His Motber. 


We will here quote the touching prayer which he offered for 
the soul of his mother, St. Monica, who died at Ostia, a town in 
Italy. ‘‘My God, do thou hear the prayer, which I offer up to 
Thee for the soul of my mother. Hear me, I beseech Thee, 
through that cure of our wounds, that hung upon the tree, and 
that sitting now at Thy right hand maketh intercession to Thee 
forus. I know that she did mercifully, and from her heart, for- 
give to her debtors their trespasses; do Thou likewise forgive to 
her her debts, if she hath also contracted some in those many 
years she lived after the saving water. 

“I believe Thou hast already done what I ask, but these free- 
offerings of my mouth approve, O Lord. For she, when the day 
of dissolution was at hand, had no thought for the sumptuous 
covering of her body, or the embalming of it, nor had she any 
desire of a fine monument, nor was solicitous about her sepulchre 
in her own country. None of these things did she recommend to 
us, but only desired that we should make a remembrance of her 
at Thy altar, at which she had constantly attended without one 
day’s intermission; from whence she knew was dispensed that 
holy Victim by which was cancelled that handwriting which was 
against us—by which our enemy was triumphed over. Let her, 
therefore, rest in peace, together with her husband, before whom 
and after whom she was known to no man, whom she dutifully 
served, bringing forth fruit to Thee in much patience, that she 
might also gain him to Thee. , 

“And do Thou inspire, O Lord, my God! do Thou inspire 
Thy servants, my brethren, Thy children, my masters, whom I 
serve with my voice, and my heart, and my writings, that as 
many as shall read this may remember at Thy altar Thy hand- 
maid Monica, with Patricius, her husband. Let them remember 
with a pious affection these who were my parents in this transi- 
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tory life, and who shall be my fellow-citizens in the eternal 
Jerusalem, for which the pilgrimage of Thy people here below 
continually sigheth from their setting out till their return; that 
so what my mother made her last request to me may be more 
plentifully performed for her by the prayers of many, procured 
by these my confessions and by my prayers.”’ 


Dappy He Whbo Ws Prayed for after Deatb. 


In the same century in which the great Bishop of Hippo 
lived, St. Victor was bishop of Utica. This bishop relates what 
the faithful of Africa suffered during the persecution of the 
Vandals. A great number of priests and people were being led 
forth tomartyrdom. They were surrounded by those who had not 
the happiness of sharing their lot and who with tears cried out: “‘O 
unhappy we, who are left behind! Who will give us absolution 
when we have no priests, for to them alone was said, ‘Whatso- 
ever you shall loose upon earth, shall be loosed also in heaven.’ 
Who will perform the last rites of the Church at our death? 
Who will offer the holy Sacrifice for the repose of our souls?’’ 
Thus did these Christians speak, convinced of the truth, that we 
are indeed happy if we leave friends here on earth, who will re- 
member us after death, and will come to the aid of our souls 
languishing in the flames of purgatory. 





Gratitude of the holy Souls. 


“One festival day, when my place of business was closed, I 
was occupying myself in reading a book which had been lent me, 
and which was on “The Souls in Purgatory.’’ I was absorbed 
in my subject when a messenger came and told me that my 
youngest child, aged four years, showed the first symptoms of a 
very grave disease. The child rapidly grew worse, and the 
physicians at length declared that there was no hope. The 
thought then occurred to me that perhaps I could save my child 
by making a vow to assist the suffering souls in purgatory. I 
accordingly repaired at once to a chapel, and with all fervor, sup- 
plicated God to have pity on me; and I vowed I would distribute 
gratuitously a hundred copies of the book that had moved me in 
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behalf of the suffering souls, and give them to ecclesiastics and to 
religious to increase devotion to the holy souls. I had, I acknowl- 
edge, hardly any hope. As soon as [I returned to the house I 
found the child much better. He asked for food, although for 
several days he had not been able to swallow anything but liquids. 
The next day he was perfectly well, got up, went out for a walk, 
and ate as if he had never anything the matter with him. Filled 
with gratitude, I was anxions only to fulfill my promise. I went 
to the College of the Jesuit Fathers and begged them to accept 
as many copies of the work as they pleased, and to distribute 
them amongst themselves and other communities and ecclesias- 
tics as they thought fit, so that the suffering souls, my benefac- 
tors, should be assisted by further prayers. 

Three weeks had not slipped away, however, when another 
accident not less serious befell me. My wife, on entering the 
house one day, was suddenly seized with a trembling in all her 
limbs, which threw her to the ground, and she remained insensi- 
ble. Little by little the illness increased, until she was deprived 
ofthe power of speech. Remedies seemed to be in vain. The 
malady at length assumed such aggravated proportions that 
every one was of opinion she had no chance of recovery. The 
priest who assisted her had already addressed words of consola- 
tion to me, exhorting me to Christian resignation. I turned 
again with confidence to the souls in purgatory, who had assisted 
me once before, and I went to the same chapel. There prostrate 
before the Blessed Sacrament, I renewed my supplication with 
all the ardor with which affection for my family inspired me. 
“O my Godl’’ I exclaimed, ‘‘Thy mercy is not exhausted: in 
the name of Thy infinite bounty, do not permit that the recovery 
of my son should be paid by the death of his mother.’’ I made 
a vow this time, to distribute two hundred copies of the holy 
book, in order that a greater number of persons might be moved 
to intercede for the suffering souls. I besought those who had 
already been delivered from purgatory to unite with me on this 
occasion. After this prayer, as I was returning to the house, I 
saw my servants running towards me. They told me with delight 
that my wife had undergone a great change for the beiter; that 
the delirium had ceased, and she had recovered her power of 
speech. I at once ran on to assure myself of the fact: all was 
true. Very soon my wife was so perfectly recovered that she 
came with me to church to make an act of thanksgiving to God 
for all His mercies. W. F. 
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Souls Released from Purgatory Hasten to Meet 
Their Benefactors after Deatb. — 


}}HEN Emporer Charles V. had conquered Tunis, he set 
free twenty thousand Christian captives, who were 
languishing in the most cruel slavery. Full of grati- 
tude the poor prisoners surrounded him, blessing and 

thanking their benefactor. Like this emperor, all those who 
restore life, happiness and freedom to the sick, imprisoned and 
poor, reap the blessing and the heartfelt gratitude of those whom 
they have assisted. But what must be the sentiments of the 
poor souls, what sincere gratitude must they not feel when they 
are delivered from their fiery prison? At the death of their 
benefactors they hasten to meet them, and joyfully accompany 
them to paradise. This was experienced by St. Margaret of 
Cortona. 
Wiell=ordered Love for the Poor Souls. 


St. Margaret was a great sinner, but being truly converted, 
by the grace of God became a great saint. After her conversion 
she zealously pursued the path of virtue and distinguished herself 
especially by a great and ardent love for the poor souls. She 
offered all she did and suffered for their release and by her charity 
merited a glorious reward. At the hour of her death, she saw a 
great multitude of souls, whom she had released, hastening to- 
wards her and they formed, as it were, a guard of honor to con- 
duct her into the heavenly Jerusalem. A servant of God in the 
village of Canello, being wrapt in ecstasy, was permitted to 
witness this wonderful and consoling spectacle. 

Love for the dead embraces in the first place and by prefer- 
ence our parents. Margaret’s father and mother were dead and 
it was to their relief that she first directed her care and atten- 
tion. With great zeal she offered Masses, communions, and all 
her good works for the repose of their souls. God deigned to 
reveal to her that by these means she had released them long 
before the time appointed by Divine Justice. Margaret likewise 
faithfully remembered her servant Gilla, who had died in her 
service. An angel appeared and told her that her servant would 
be released after a short purgatory, and that on account of the 
prayers she had offered for her, Gilla would enter heaven on the 
feast of the Annunciation, accompanied by four angels. 
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The Saint prayed very fervently for all the faithful departed 
and was favored with a great number of revelations. 


Act of Perfect Contrition. 


At one time two merchants had been overtaken and mur- 
dered in a lonely place, by robbers. They appeared to Margaret 
and said to her: ‘‘Although we could not receive absolution 
before our death, yet we had time to awaken an act of perfect 
contrition. Thanks to the mercy of God and the intercession of 
the Blessed Virgin, we accepted our death-blow with resignation 
to the will of God and asa punishment for our sins. Thus we 
escaped eternal damnation, but suffer dreadfui torments in pur- 
gatory, for during our lives we were often guilty of fraud and 
lying. We therefore conjure thee to beg our relations to make 
good the injustice we have done, to pay our debts, and to give 
alms for the repose of our souls. And by the compassion which 
you feel for the souls in purgatory, we entreat you to pray for us 
that God may graciously shorten the time of our purgation.’’ 


-Wo One Prays for Them. 


Margaret was not satisfied by doing all that lay in her own 
power to assist the suffering souls, but exhorted others, religious 
as well as seculars, to aid them. Our Lord Himself once gave 
her the following injunction, which she was to communicate to 
the Friars Minor: ‘‘Command them in My name, to remember 
the poor souls with greater zeal; they are at this moment innu- 
merable, because no one prays for them. Tell them also not to 
forget their rules, the observance of poverty and the precepts 
which forbid them to entangle themselves in worldly affairs, for 
transgressions of this nature will draw upon them severe punish- 
ment in the next world. Why have they in their monasteries 
cells, according to the secular rank of the brethren?’’ The 
religious reverently received Margaret’s words, and preserved 
them in writing, as an everlasting remembrance. 

Since the Saint’s zeal was so great and so fruitful, it is 
easily understood, that she obtained the release of a great num- 
ber of suffering souls, and that these happy and grateful souls, as 
mentioned above, hastened to meet her and to conduct her in 
triumph to heaven. Vita S. Margarete. 
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Strange Incidents. 


When the Benedictine College at Ampleforth, in Yorkshire, 
was building, a few years ago, one of the masons attracted the 
attention of the community by the interest which he took in the 
incidents of their daily life. He had to walk from a village three 
miles off, so as to be at the college every morning by six o'clock. 
He was first much pleased with the regularity of the community, 
whom he always found in the church, singing the Hours before 
Mass, on his arrival in the morning. By degrees he was taught 
the whole of the Catholic doctrine, and was received into the 
Church. None of his family, however, would follow his example. 
Exposure to cold and wet brought on an illness, of which he died, 
in a very pious manner. A short time after his death, his wife was 
one morning sweeping about the open door of her house, when her 
husband walked in, and sat down on a seat by the fire, and began 
to ask her how she did. She answered that she was well, and 
hoped he was happy where he was. He replied that he was, at 
that time; that, at first, he had passed through purgatory and had 
undergone a brief purification; but that, when this was ended, he 
had been taken to the enjoyment of the bliss of God in heaven. 
He remained talking to her some little time longer, then he bade 
her farewell, and disappeared. 

The woman applied to a Catholic priest for instruction; 
and it was found that, although she had never in her life read a 
Catholic book, nor conversed about the Catholic religion with 
any one, she had acquired a complete knowledge of the doctrine 
of purgatory from that short interview with her husband. She, 
too, became a Catholic. The author was told this story by one 
who wasa member of the community of Ampleforth at the time. 


The Robbers and the Poor Souls. 


Father Louis Monaci of the order of Regular Clerks, a faithful 
friend of the poor souls, once went on a journey, with no other 
companion than his guardian angel. At nightfall he had to travel 
through a lonely region, and hastened his steps, anxious to reach 
some place of shelter. In order to pass the time profitably he 
began to pray the rosary for the faithful departed, asking them 
in return to protect him from all danger. And he was soon to 
reap the fruit of hisconfidence. Not far from the village, which 
Father Monaci was trying to reach, two men, who on account of 
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their crimes were obliged to flee from justice, lay concealed. 

No sooner had they caught sight of the priest traveling 
alone, than they resolved to attack him, and should he offer 
resistance, to take his life. They lay in ambush, awaiting their 
victim, but a few moments later were startled by the sound of a 
trumpet. Quickly they arose-and looked about them. The priest 
approached rapidly. A soldier walking before blew a trumpet, 
while a multitude of others, strongly armed, surrounded him. 
The priest himself did not seem to notice his attendants. Calmly 
he advanced, praying his rosary as though he were alone. Sup- 
posing the priest to be an officer pursuing them, the robbers 
hastily took to flight. 

The religious having reached the village in safety, took up 
his quarters at the inn. A little later the robbers cautiously 
approached some houses on the outskirts of the village, and in- 
quired where the soldiers were whom they had seen. The 
villagers looked at them in surprise and answered that not a single 
soldier had been seen in the village, and that only a poor priest 
had entered the inn a short time before. The robbers were puz- 
zled; they were convinced that they had not been deceived. 
Going to the inn they approached the priest and entered into 
conversation with him. They inquired whither he was going, and 
whence he had come, and finally ventured to ask where his guards 
were. ‘‘I came alone,’’ answered the priest, ‘‘and do not under- 
stand to what you refer.’’—‘‘Well then, Father, God has 
wrought a miracle in your behalf, for we are ready to swear to 
you, that you were surrounded by a strong body-guard who have 
saved your life, for we frankly acknowledge, though at the same 
time bitterly regret it, that we had resolved to attack and murder 
you.”’ 

The good priest was not a little frightened at this avowal, 
and thought to himself, it could indeed be possible, that the souls 
for whom he had been praying at that time, had been present to 
protect him. He expressed this supposition and the bandits were 
so deeply touched that they resolved to practice this devotion 
likewise. The priest admonished them to carry out their resolu- 
tion, but above all else to make their peace with God. They 
were ready to follow his advice at once. A quiet room was made 
to serve the purpose of a confesssional and they, each in turn, 
confessed their sins, at the same time promising most earnestly 
thenceforward to serve God faithfully. 

If we do not receive such perceptible and astounding graces 
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as the above mentioned, when we pray for the poor souls, we 
must not forget the teaching of St. Gregory the Great, who says, 
that Satan, like a highway robber, lies in ambush on our path 
through life, to rob us of sanctifying grace, and that the protec- 
tion of the poor souls, whom we have released by our prayers, is 


of great utility to us, in order that we may escape his snares. 
Greg. Carfora. 





St. Joseph’s Academy, 
Clyde, Nodaway Co., Missouri. 


During twenty-five years the Benedictine Sisters of Perpet- 
ual Adoration have conducted an Academy for the instruction 
and education of Catholic girls and young ladies. 

Owing to the want of building accommodations the Academy 
had to be closed for the past two years, but has been re-opened 
on the 3rd of this month. 

Only good Catholic girls will be admitted. 

A careful cultivation of the heart and mind is the principal 
aim of this institution. 

Children preparing for their first holy communion receive 
special attention. No pains are spared to give them a most 
thorough instruction in the truths of our holy religion. 

Young ladies are given opportunity for preparing themselves 
to become capable teachers. 

The Academy is pleasantly situated in a healthful locality, 
near the St. Louis and Omaha or Wabash railroad, and two miles 
from the Chicago Great Western. 

For particulars apply to 
Mother Superior. 








